Antillaises

the ancestors of any Creole. But, always, there is the dusky shade
or shadow in them., part negress and part Indian., and a skin that is
made for feathers, as with the Indians on old tapestries. It is the
breath of the islands on their bodies, blown, in indifference, from
the four quarters of the winds, but ever soft and languorous,
round the milky headlands. Their bays are for the frigate or the
galleon, landlocked harbours overhung with flowers, isles that
float on ocean, or are green flanks of mountains come up out of
the tides to taste this Western air. For this is not the Orient, nor
Africa. It has its own character, and a soil in which these hybrids
thrive.

The Antillaises wear a cotton handkerchief or bandana, which
is not a turban, and so, in Martinique or Guadaloupe, the Creoles,
with their patois of old French, and their printed cotton dresses,
move in a world of imagery that is the bright hybrid of the four
winds and four continents. This folded handkerchief has two ears
or horns, which are no more than the loose ends of the knot with
which it is tied, but they give to the head and to the whole person
an air which is different. It is no longer the crocus or the tulip
turban, but the horned pheasant, a crested head, an egret, or a
golden crane, a beauty which is in extension or exaggeration upon
itself. Dilution of their blood, in the lightening or darkening of
their pigment, is the cause of this, and, as in all hybrids, the climate
and scene are in contingency upon it. A new type has been evolved
which is natural to its surroundings. And, being a hybrid, it is in
many different hues, but the same in form, and with this signature
upon them. It is born of the winds and waters, and is sister to the
flowers and to the exotic blossoms on the branches. In synonym,
it is light coffee, or the milk of cocoa, not whipped to a froth and
sipped up through a reed, as the feathered Aztecs drank it; nor the
soconusco, burnt brown with cinnamon, and only drunk by
grandees of the court of Spain; but this is pale like milk, like
moonlight, like the magnolia petal; and, like the mule pink,
shows its crosses, being fair or pale against the negress, but, in
contrast, is the Creole, languid, soft voiced, the ivory or the
almond, if the lights are of the golden North.

There are the other islands, to windward and leeward, lying
in a chain. Their sound is of the galleons. They are Dutch or
Spanish, though the Spaniard is long gone. Or they come from